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F any Perſons are deſitous to be agrec- 
J iy cntertain'd with inimitable Acling. 
and incomparable Poetry, let them te- 

pair to the Theatre in L——nc——us 1: 

4-4 any Evening, and they Il (ce, 


Such Scenes diſplay d as neer in ancient Time, 
The Britiſh Theatre could match in Rhime, 
Or Strains Heroick; which a Genins ſhow, 
Dur Poets now beyond a SHAKESPEAR know ; 
That Folly moſt delights an Audience prone 
Tadmire thoſe Fools as are in publick ſhewn z 
And tis to ſuch our Must Obedience pays, 
Nor doubts to merit their ſuperior Praiſe, 


PER- 


pr icio, a Fop, Wit, Poet, and 
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Player. 
Bramkh, a pretended Wit, 

Actor, and Fatherer of Poetry. 

Ludevicus, an imperious Actor and 
Poet. 

Grimaldo, a Poetaſter and Player, 

Spill-wit, a Stage Buffoon, and 
Mock-Prologue Writer. 

Sir Andrew Arile/s, a Pretender to 
Dramatic Poetry. 
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Scaramouches, Owls, Tumblers, Vaul- 
ters, Orange Wenches, &c. 
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THE 
STAGE-PRETEN DERS: 


OR, THE 


Actor turn'd Poet. 


SCENE Lincoln's Inn Theatre. 
Enter Capricio and Brainleſs. 


ESR dear Brother Bram- 

IMF, how doſt do? 
Bean. As well as you'll 
let me, Sir, andthe good 
natur d Town, who are ſo extravagant- 
ly fond of my excellent Performan- 
ces, 


— 


—— —— — — oro —— — 


(8) 
ces, both as a Poet and an Actor, 
that I am neceſſitated to write whe- 
ther I will or no, and to repeat the 
acting ny Vis a R---dle almoſt 
every Week, or I am ſo harraſsd by 
the _ Impertinents, that Jam hard- 


ly my ſelf. | 

Cap. This is to me a Riddle indeed 
---- ſuppoſe your meaning is, that 
you're oblig'd to write whether you 
can or no; ànd to Ape me in your 
Occupation, to make your Farces go 
down. 

Brain. I'll have ye to know, Sir, 
I'm no Ape, but as much a Gentle- 
man as any of our illuſtrious Brother- 
hood. 

Cap. Ha, ha, a Gentleman Ba- 
boon --- | | 

Bram. Dem ye, Sir, I am a Man 
of Honour, and I'm never concern'd 
in the Part of a Perſon of Quality, 
but the Ladies tell me I do it as natu- 


ral as if I were a P---r of their own. 


Cap. 


(9) 

Cap. That's when you hang by the 

Waſte, Brother, at the Window in 
our Comedy - and then you really 
— like your ſelf. 

Bram. What, you vainly imagine, 
becauſe I hang by the middle as a 
Monkey, therefore I am one of con- 
ſequence. 

Cap. I ſhould perhaps wrong my 
Judgment, did I compare Mr. Bram- 
leſs to a Monkey — Ye know Mon- 
keys have a great deal of Cunning 
and Deſign; are excellent Politicians ; 
and only want a Capacity of Speakin 
to pronounce the Race of Mankind 
Fools and Ideots. 

Brain. Nay, I don't know which 
are of the elder Family, they or we: 
I muſt own we bear ſo great a Reſem- 
blance of each other, that one wou'd 
ſwear they either begot us, or we 
them. 

Cap. It may be the Original of 
your Family perhaps. 


B Bram. 


(10) 
| Brain, Pox take ye; you are ſo full 
of your Applications and Witiciſms, 
that there's no ſpeaking t'ye This 
is the Fop's Fortune. 

Cap. Not the Match in Newgate , 
Brother, I dare ſay. 

Brain. No — — The Fop's For- 
tune is to go without his Miſtreſs, but 
my Champion gains his point even 
in Newgate. 

Cap. And ſo I ſuppoſe as Matri- 
mony and Hanging go by Deſtiny, 
you prudently choſe Newgate as the 
fitteſt ſpot of Ground to accompliſh 
your Scene. _ | 

Bram. Truly I did ſo, and een 
= riſqu'd Execution - And if Fools mult 

be in Faſhion, my Hero makes a very 
agreeable Careleſs Hausband. | 

Cap. Very pretty ---- ſo you pun 
upon the Titles to my Plays. 

Bram. YourPlays!---- You've not 
the Aſſurance to tell me they are yours, 
I know better. 


Cab. 


(ir) 

Cap. Sir, they are the Offspring of 
my own Brain, without any Art or 

Aſſiſtance from the C--ler of Pon, 

or the leaſt My in the Compoſure. 
Brain. Your Plays are indeed writ- 
ten without Art, | Aide. This is your 
Laft Stake, tho' you had the Courage 
of a Xerxes---1 maſt tell ye, Brother, 
you are by no means the Author of 
any part of the celebrated Pieces which 
bear your Name but I cannot den 
that you had ſome hand in the B- e 
G---t, W---r's Wit, P---la and Iz--ra, 
The N---nj---r, and ſome other Pie- 
ces, where whole Scenes are ſtoll'n, 
and the reſt mere Farce and Non- 
ſenſe, | 
| Cap. You audacious Younker, do 
you 5 to reproach me with Non- 
ſenſe :? Ican with great Truth and Aſ- 
ſurance tell ye, x aan no Perſon in 
this Age has equall'd my Dramatick 
Performances, for Senſe, Learning, 
Raillery, Wit, Repartee, and what 
not, in my 8 and then in 


B 2 Tragedy, 


(12) 
Tragedy, I'm like a high Hill in a 
barren Country, admir'd and une- 
quall'd. | 

Brain, In your own Opinion. 

Cap. And in others too ] don't 
do as you do, Brother, father other 
Peoples Plays, while they are living 
and can ſpeak ---- Do you know one 
Mr. ge? 

Bram. Not I, upon my honeſt 
Word I never ſaw him in my Life. 

Cap. Unleſs it was when you had 
na R- ale from him in Manu- 
ſcript--- Your Memory is treacherous, 
Brother. 

Brain. I affirm t'ye I don't know 
any ſuch Perſon ---- If he has any De- 
mands upon me, my Sword will let 
him know --- 

Cap. What - that its Wearer is a 
Coward. | | 

Brain. *Oons, no, thatI ama Man 
of Valour — and have Aflurance e- 
nough to draw it even in a bad Cauſe. 


If I have been in ſome meaſure oblig'd 
to 


13 
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to him for two or three of the beſt 
Acts, I can bully him out of it, and 
like a Stateſman, who robs the Pro- 
jector of his Scheme, with a lordly 
Air aſſume the whole Reputation to 

my ſelf. 
Cap. You have muſter'd up a ſevere 
Simile. 

Brain. It is juſt, Sir, and I have as 
good a Right to it as any ſuperior 
Don Quixote in the State in Chriſten- 
dom. 
Cap. I thought it would end in a 
Don Quixote. 

Bram. Two, you mean --- and you 

the Chief * 
Cap. I never wrote any thing Ro- 
mantick in my Life, nor ſtole any 
Lines from an Author, but what were 
ſo obvious to the Reader, that it was 
diſcoverable with half an Eye by a 
Perſon of the leaſt Senſe and Pene- 
tration. | 

Bram. You've now ſpoke the Truth, 
for the Senſe you have ſtoll'n is ſo 


prefe- 


(14) 


preferable to the Product of your own 
enius, that it ſhines like ſparkling 
Diamonds added to the Dreſs of a 
Cook-Wench, or Billngsgate--- Your 
own genuine Works, — are 
very well, but they want ſomething 
of Engliſb, Grammar, Wit, Sc. 

Cap. Tho' I had all theſe Defects, 
I can compile, Sir, which is more 
than you can do; and it is not only 
lawful but honourable ro compile from 
other Mens Labours. 

Brain. As lawful and honourable 
as it is to Rob on the Highway ; nay 
worſe; for in taking of the Purſe you 
only deprive the Owner of his Pelf; 
but in the other caſe, you rob an Au- 
thor of his Soul, his Thoughts, Ge- 
nius, Life, and Spirit. 

Cap. Why, I give the whole World 
the liberty of borrowing from me. 
Hain. | believe ſo---but do you 
conceitedly imagine any one will be 
ſo mad as to take it? If they do, 

they'll 


(ts) 

they'll be like a Man putting a Bucket 
into an empty Well, draw up nothing 
but Filth and Maire. | | 

Cap. You mean a Well full of clear 
tranſparent Water, where the Bor- 
rower would find ſuch an inexhauſti- 
ble Treaſure of Wit and Raillery, that 
it would fink the Bucket with its pro- 
digious Weight. 12 
Brain. And ſo be loſt - 

Cap. Yes, inevitably loſt, to me- 

Bram. 1 thought ſo. Ha, ha, ha. 
And whoever finds any of your Wit, 
may keep it as a certain Metrum for 
all Diſeaſes. I dare fay the Poſſeſſor 
of it might get barren Women with 
Child, and reſtore the greatelt Age 
to Vigour of Youth. 

Cap. While yours will only arrive 
to a Quack Medicine at beſt, 
Bram. Brother Quack, for ſo you 
* mult give me leave to ſtile my dear 
Capricio in Poetry, it is to no purpoſe 
for us to abuſe one another; let us pre- 

pare 


(16) 
pare to enter on the Stage and expoſe 
the Town. " 
Cap. Agreed --- Pray avoid this Im- 
_ ,pertinence for the future; it illy be- 
comes a younger Brother of the Stage. 


Emer Ludovicus. 


Lud. Ha! the Real Fools: How 
they ſtrut like two _— Cocks 
in their Approaches to their feather'd 
Miſtreſs. [A/ide.) But I muſt ſpeak 
to em --- My renowned Brothers your 
molt obedient. 

Cap. My deareſt Brother, I'm glad 
to ſee you. 

Brain. And ſo am I without Re- 
ſerve--- This worthy, handſome, wit- 
ty, ingenious Gentleman is the Prop 
of my Stage, Brother C--- 

Lud. Not ſo, Sir, I do you ſome 
Service by the Appearance of this an- 
gelick Perſon of mine on the Thea- 
tre---"Tis enough for me to look and 


be 
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be admir'd. Icou'd every Night make 
ſome Lady happy with my Embraces; 
but tis beneath my ſecking, they may 
dic and be damn'd. 

Cap. Can't you make your own 
Sex happy, Brother; you've a pretty 
ſmooth Chin, and a fine blooming 
Complexion. 

Lud. I've wrote indeed a little that 
Way. 

Brain. Have ye not acted too, Bro- 
ther? 

Lud. On the Stage I have. If you 
mean any thing elſe, Vil draw my 
Weapon inſtantly. | . 
Bram. Ha, ha, I thought ſo 
and run me in behind Ill warrant ye. 

Lud. Oons, Sir, run ye through 
the Lungs. 

Cap. Or ſtick a Lady a little lower. 

Lud. Dem me, Gentlemen, what 
d'ye mean by theſe Aﬀronts? I muſt 
have Satisfaction: Theſe Inſults are 
not to be born. Dem ye, draw C--- 

Drawing his Sword. 
C Cap. 


(18) 
Cap. You ſhall ſoon ſee the Inſtru- 
ment of Death and Vengeance. 
4584+» .,8 (Pulls out his Sword. 
Lud. I'll: puſh home. 
Cap. Agreed; come on. 
(They make one or two Paſſes at each 
ther, \andthen both turn their Backs 
and run away.) 
Bram. A Duel manfully fought ; 
this is agreeable to C---'s "Ins. Ex- 
ploits; but I thought my Brother L-- 
was a better Knight Errant. 
Lud. Tve the beſt on't. 
Cap. That's falſe, Ive the beſt on't; 
aſk your Life, Sir. 
Bram. Pho, you ve both the worſt 
on't: I never ſaw fuch a Duel in my 
Life --- a Battel without Bloodſhed. 
Cap. Have a care you're not too 


free, Brother, pou ture and Cou- 


rage muſt not be abus d. 

Bruin. Ha, ha, Courage--- ſo the 
French. ran away courageouſſy from 
the renown'd Augliſh Hero, the Duke 
of Marlbrongh. 


Cap. 
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Cap. This is intolerable ---- Sir, 

there's Battle with Bloodſhed. 
[ Breaking his Head. 
Brain. This is kindly done, Bro- 
ther; I'm oblig'd t'ye - III call the 
Conſtable to protect my Valour: You 
ſhall ſee what Pl do when he comes, 
you egregious Coward. [ Ext, 
Cap. I'll follow ye--- but not to 
make a Trial of this Valour you pre- 
tend to be Maſter of. Exit. 
Jud. Away, ye Scoundrels: Now 
ve time to admire my glorious ſelf. 
Was ever any Man ſo handſome, ſo 
extremely beautiful as Iam: My Face 
has all the Blooms and Charms thar 
our Sex can afford, My Eyes like 
moving Planets protract the Sight of 
the moſt numerous Audience. My 
Lips ſo ſoft; what Female would not 
withtoliveanddic in theſe Arms My 
exact Proportion, ſtrong, handſome 
Limbs, the Ladics view with a lan- 
uithing Eye; then I tread the Stage 
ike a God, My Gate and Air ravith 
C 2 all 


| ( 6H ) | 
all Spectators: And now I'm become 
a Poet I am compleat. 


= Enter Grimaldo liſtening. 


Grim. A compleat what ? 

Lud. A compleat Gentleman, Sir. 

Grim. A compleat Idcot. [A 

ſide.] What, a compleat Wit, Poet, 
and Actor? 

Lud. Yes, Tm every way accom- 
pliſh'd. I have Lines ſufficient of my 
own compoling agreeably to entertain 

a Congreve or a Pope for a Month to- 
] gether, and can repeat them with a 
| Grace, 
N Cerim. But that's againſt the Man- 2 
| ners, Brother, and the Modeſty with 
which every Perſon but an Actor ought 
to be endow'd. 

Lud. Tam glad you allow your Fra- 
ternity a Liberty beyond other People, 
otherwiſe I don't know what wou d 
become of poor Colly. 


Grim, 
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Grim. But this Liberty even in us 
Latitudinarians may be purſu'd too 
far, and be cenſur d Preſumption and 
N ee by the Criticks. 

. Dem the Criticks: Let them 
find fault with my inimitable Comedy 
if they can---P've by one Eflay made 
my ſelf immortal. | 

Grim. | muſt own your Comedy is 
inimitable. 

Lud. You are right; you ſpeak like 
a Judge of Wir. 

Grim. It is not to be imitated by 
any Perſon of Wit, Senſe, Mode- 
ity, &c. 

Lud. Ha! Why not? 

Grim. Becauſe they would abuſe 
their Talents: And for your Immor- 
tality, I dare fay 'tis not for your 
Poetry. 

Lud. What then ? 

Grim. Your Nonſenſe and Pro- 
phaneneſs. 

Lud. Ha, am I prophane, Brother: 
impoſſible And then for its Senſe, I 

am 


( 22 ) 
am ſure it is very ſuperior to your no- 
table Performance, which has a Title 
only to ſupport it; the Play it ſelf is 
the Excrement of Wit, and Quintiſ- 
ſence of Nonſenſe ---- Nonſenſe not 
equall'd on this or any other Thea- 
tre, in this or any other part of the 


World. 


Grim. You're in a Paſhon, Brother. 
--- To be plain with ye in return, your 


Play ſubſiſts by a Character (rho? abo- 


minably wrote) which would not be 


rmitted to appear on any Stage in 
ohe but that of Great Britain 
Tho' indeed we can very well bear a 
Scene we are perhaps too well acquain- 
ted with. 

Lud. Sir, Nature is at all times per- 
mitted to be repreſented on the Thea- 


tre, tho? deprav'd and vitiated. 


Grim. It ſeems to be natural in 
the Author, I confeſs; but contrary 
to Nature with all others. F 

Lud. To what purpoſe js it to talk 


with a Fool? 
Grim, 


(23) 

Grim. I am no Fool, Brother, 
but as compleat as your ſelf. I can 
Plot and Deſign. 

| Lud. So can a Monkey. | 

Grim. Equal to Ludovicus, who 
fancies himſelf above Mankind; and 
would fain ſucceed in damning the 
Stage by Writing, as well as in acting. 
Farewel. Exit. 

Lud. I can Act like a Gentleman, 
you only Burleſque the Comedian; 
and I can write, Sir. 


Emer Spill-wit. 


Spill. You can write your Name, [ 


_ 

Lad. I can write aPlay, Sir. What 
Buſineſs have you here? Do youthink 
your Buffoonry will be approv'd by 
Men of Wir. 

pil. Well plaid Sir Ludovicus Vam- 
un ll warrant no body muſt pre- 
ſume to write, now you have taken up 
the Cudgels, but your mighty _— 
| FP 
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I'll have ye to know, Sir, I have a 
Genius to write; and, to convince ye 
that I'm no Pretender, Ill read ye a 
Prologue of my compoling to / -s 


H---t. 


True Wit to Niglit you ſce expos d to View, 
O Wonder ſtrange, that in a Woman too; 

But what is Wit ?—— why Wit is only this, 

Not Lite and Spirit, Froth and Emptineſs; 


A Blaſt of Wind let looſe, ſo void of Art, 


One wou'd cen take it for a harmleſs Fart; 
From Bawd deſcended, as ſome Authors tell, 


For Wit Obſcenity now paſſes well: 
What did times paſt proceed from deepeſtSenſe, 
With us is Folly and Impertinence; 


And all ye Females, tho' this Wit ye taſte, 
Your Senſe is quickeſt ſtill below the Waſte: 


Then draw the Curtain, with Applauſe begin, 
And teach both Sexes here the way to ſin. 


Lud. This Prologue is excellent; 
who could have thouglit the honeſt 
Hpill uit Author of to fine a Compoſi- 
tion? but you might have omitted the 
Woman's Waſte. | 


Spill 


(25) 
Spill. If I had done fo, Idon't doubt 
but you -would hayc ſoon. been a- 


bout it. 
Lud. Not I, upon my Word, 
Spull. By your Morto to "yon Play 
you ſnhou d: 5 


; Errors like Straws upon the Sur fate flow, 
They that wou'd fees for _ b arve 
below. 
J. } ; ; 
An excellent Motto - which.I thus 
expound. A Woman's Fact may be 
> © faulty, but if you would find the allu- 
ring Jewel, a Hair Ring, or fo; you 
— examine beloui/ below, Brother, 
is not this your Meaning» / 
Lud. Abominable Conſtruction --- 

my Meaning is plain,—-- Errors are 
light and appear to View more than 
what is really good, and meritorious ; 
as Filth moves upon the top of the 


Sea, and the Pearls are found at the 
bottom, 


D Spill 
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pill. I find there's a Water Courſe 


{till in the Caſe, and either with your 


or my Conſtruction a Man would be 
in great Danger of being caſt away. 
I thought by your Prologue 
you = Aha, to bring this low Wit 
into Diſgrace. 
Hol. You miftook me, Brother, I 


am for it, for a very good Reaſon. 


Lud. What is that, pray? 

Hpill. Very ſubſtantial, upon my 
Word. 

Lud. Prithee ont with it. 
Fpill. Tis becauſe you and I, and 
the reſt of our Brothers here and in 
Drury Lane are Maſters of no other. 

Lud. You yo well for your ſelf, 


but pray don't bring us Writers in for 


your Juſtifcation. 


Spill. Bring you in to juſtify me! I 


ſcorn your Words, Sir; I am juſtify d 
by the whole Town ----*'Tis I alone 


which ſupport this Play-Houſe — My 
Wit, Sir, is ſo rehn'd, that it makes 


the whole Audience, Pit, Boxes, and 


Gallery 
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Gallery laugh and clap me extrava- 
gantly. 

Lud. Some laugh at your Wit as 
they imagine, but molt of em at your 
Folly; and for the Girls in the Pit, 
you know tis their buſineſs to clap. 

Spill. Wou' d any thing but the low- 
eſt Pretender to Poetry be guilty of 
ſuch a vile Pun? | 

Lud. Punning, low Punning, Sir, 
is in Vogue with Men of Wit. 

Hpill. By Men who've loſt their Wit 
you mean, who for want of it deſcend 
to the loweſt Quibbles and Conun- 
drums; and oftentimes come off by 
the Lee, 

Lud, We've had enough of this at 
preſent, ---+- Here comes Sir Andrew 
Arileſs; I leave ye to entertain your 
worthy Friend with the Rules of the 
Stage, for I hear he has begun upon 
a Play. Adieu. [ Ext, 


D 2 Emer 


(29) 
Enter Si Andvee Ane 


Sir dud. Deir Sill uit | rejoice to 

Fa thee. 

Spill. 1 humbly thank you, Sir. 

Sir Aud. Well, have ye read thro? 
oy Play? 250 

Hill. Ves, Sir, I have with a great 
deal of Care and Circumſpection. 

Sir And, How d'ye like it? 

Spill. I don't know. | Aide.) Ad- 
mirable well, Sir. —— But what d'ye 
call it, a Tragedy or Comedy? 

Sir Aud. Neither. 

Hill. A Tragi- Comedy, ſuppoſe, 
Sir Aud. No. 
| Dull What then, Sir Andrew? 
Sir And. An Entertainment for the 

W himſical. 

Sill. Why not a Whimſical Enter- 
tainment? 

Sir Aud. By no means; that quite 
Alters my Deſi ign. 


ill. 
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Hpill. Have ye any Deſign in it 
then? 

Sir Aud. Pugh, what a Queſtion 
that is? Why 1 deſign you to act the 
. Part. 

Spill. I thought ſo: What am I to 
be 3 

Sir And. You're to be the Powder 
Monkey, my Dear. 

Spill. A glorious Hero truly. ----- 
To be plain, Sir Audrew, I'd have ye 
write a new Play, and Ill give ye ſome 
Rules for your Aſſiſtance in the Com- 
poſition. | 

Sir And. Do then, proceed. 

Hill. If you write a Comedy you 
mult begin in a Hurry, and end Calm- 
ly; wade a Tragedy, begin Calmly 
and end in a Hurry, You ought to 
have a fine Gentleman for your Hero 
in Comedy, and a great Warrior in 
Tragedy. ---- The Plot is to be finely 
laid and ſurprizing; the Incidents 
well work'd up, and every Character 
| inter- 


( 30 ) 
interwoven in the Plot. A Unity of 
Time and Place is to be obſerv'd ; there 
muſt be no ſtrain upon Reaſon, every 
thing ought to be probable; and there 
ſhould be no Obſcenity. 

Sir And. But may I not write a Play 
either with or without a Plot? I can 
make a Plot without a Play, and pray 
why not a Play without a Plot? 
Spill A late Writer has done it, I 
confels. 

Sir Aud. I'll lay the Scene of a Co- 
medy. --- Let me ſce--- Scene the De- 
vil's Arſe in Peak, opening with Thun- 
der, Lightning, Canons roaring, Fire, 
Smoke, Sc. and two Dragons hght- 
ing. 

Foul O Lord, Sir, that's Tragical. 

Sir And. No, I mean Whirlwinds, 
Tempeſts, Storms, Shipwrecks. 

Holl. Both wrong, Sir Andrew, 

Sir Aud. The Devil's in't if this ben't 
a beginning with a Hurry, and more 
than commonly entertaining. | 
Spill, 


1 

Fpill. You ſhould introduce your 
Hero in a Hurry of Buſineſs, Sir, laying 
his Plot; concerting Meaſures to ef- 
fe& his Intrigues. 

Sir. Aud. Now I have ir----Scene 
Lincolis Inn Theatre. Enter Hel- 
zebub with a dark Lanthorn, and a 
Match in his Hand, juſt going to 
ſet Fire to a Train of Gunpowder. 

Spill. You're wrong ſtill, Sir. 

Sir And. Why certainly this is Plot- 
ring, or I don't know what 1s. 

ill, It is plotting too deep, Sir 

Andrew. --- You talk more like a Sol- 
dier than a Poet. 
Sir And. Ul begin once more ---- 
Scene a Chamber ---- Enter four Por- 
ters and toſs the Hero in a Blanket; 
they ſet his Miſtreſs on her Head, and 
run down Stairs. 

Spill. Worſe and worſe. 

Sir Aud. | think this is ſetting out 
in a Hurry, and very fairly for the 
Gallant to be Maſter of the cloven Spot. 

pill. 
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Spill. What when he has ſeen it:? 
— This will not do, Sir Andrew 
---- Begin thus —— Scene an Anti- 
chamber, enter Lord Amorous. Lord 
Am. Here, Tom, buckle my Shoes; 
air my Shirt; button up my Breeches; 
dreſs me; comb out my Peruke; 
bruſh my Clothes; carry this Let- 
ter to Lady Amelia; run with all 
Speed; tell her Im coming to Gray's 
Inn Walks as quick as the Wind; call 
me a Coach; make haſte, make haſte, 
Slave. 

Sir Aud. This is the Hurry you 
mean; well, I underſtand ye E 
go home and contrive my Plot; and 
the Scene I think ſhall be m Terra in- 
coontta. | 

Spill. Very good; tis a pleaſant 
Country, and you may take great Li- 
berty in your Adventures. 
Sir And. When will ye call on me, 

at my Houle? 


Spill, 
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Fpill. To morrow , Sir: By that 
time you'll have deſign'd your Dra- 
matis Perſone. 

Sir And. Do fo: Ill expect ye. 
Exit. 


Euter Capricio, Brainleſs, Ludovicus, 
and Grimaldo. 


Cap. Pox on't, I've had a damn'd 
unlucky Stroke acroſs my Pate. ----- 
That ſad Dog, Sir Harry Careleſs, 
whom I've portraited in my Play, 
has laid his Cudgel upon me unmer- 
cifully. | 

Bram. Did you ſhew no Reſent- 
ment ? 

Cap. No, none at all, my Dear. 
---- ] was above it. —- But I reſolve 
to handle him, at a diſtance, upon the 


"I 

aud. A diſtant Argument is never 

ſo 2 as a cloſe one, Brother, eſpe- 
| 


cially where there's a Cudgel in the 
Caſe, 


©: Hill. 
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Spill. Allow me the cloſe one and 
ſtand clear. ---- But, Brother Whim- 
ſical, I'm afraid amongſt us we 
ſhall diſgrace the Theatre , which 
in Times paſt has been equally re- 
nowned a eee g Men of Valour, 
as in repreſenting the glorious Actions 
of the greateſt Heroes of Antiquity. 

Cap. The Times are Se; It 1s 
now molt faſhionable to turn one's 
Back ---- | 
. Grim. Ay, lo it is, Brother. ----- 
Preſervation is to be valu'd at any 
rate. 

Cap. Right -- But now we are aſ- 
ſembled together, let us agree to write 
a Comedy in Conjunction. — We're 
capable of doing great things, Gen- 
tlemen; If we exert our Talents, we 
can ſuffic i ently ſupply the Eag/1/h The- 
atre with our own excellent Produc- 
tions. | 

Lud. Ha! he talks like a Man of 
ſenſe. 


Bram, 


(3%) 


Bram. He does ſo-— and I have 
now by me a Tragedy, a Comedy, a 
Farce, and a Mock-Opera, all ready 
for the Stage of my own Authorſhip 
and contriving. 

Cap. Wonderful Induſtry. 

Brain, They have only one ſmall 
Fault. 

Cap, What is that, pray? 

Bram. Why they won't act they 
read admirable. 

pill. Ves, they read admirably in- 
deed; and ſo do the Productions of 
Merry Andrew in Moorfrelds. | Aſide. 

Cap. This is a melancholy Story. 

Grim. Not like your Bulls and Bears, 
Brother. 

Cap. Pugh, a Man can never write 
one hilly thing, but he's for ever after 
the Subject of Ridicule. 

Lud. Wave this Diſcourſe ---- and 
let us to the Buſineſs in hand --- ſome 
notable Performance which ſhall ſur- 
prize the World, and gain us all im- 
mortal Honour. 


E 3 : - + 


| CF? 
Spill. Then four eminent Bl---ck- 
heads will be immortaliz d. | Aſide. 

Cap. Agreed ----- What ſhall we 
call it ? 

Brain. The Bruiſh Theatre. 

Cap. Aworthy Gentleman and my 
Friend is writing that already. 

Bram. An unlucky Thought; and 
you have forfeited your Government- 
ſhip by it. 

Cap. Tis no matter for that; the 
Chief Governor will retrieve the 
paſt Miſ-conduct by his unparallel'd 
Knight Errantry. 


Brain. But what ſhall we call the 


Play? 

Cap. The Herock lor, a Tra- 
gedy. 

Bran. The Compleat Coxcomb, a Co- 
medy. 

Lud. The Engliſh Don Qiuxote, a 
Tragi-Comedy. 

Grim. Chroe-Chace, an Opera. 

Spill. The Theatrical Ou, a Farce. 


Cap, 
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Cap. Excellent ---- We'll away and 
do ſomething wondrous. 


Tho Wit with Players, tis well known, 
is ſtarce, 


We can together club a witty Farce. 


THE 


1 THE 


SESSIONS 
E 
PO E18. 
| | Writ on the * 
* & 54 
Dzata of Mr. RO/FE, 1718. 
POLLO did lately his grand Seſſions bold, 


Near to Weſtminſter Hall bis Stare to 


uphold 3 


For Choice of LAUnEAT, great Rowe to ſucceed, 


He /ummon'd the Poets to attend him with ſpeed. 


Old 
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Old Dans as Senior then firſt did advance, 
The Bays claim'd for Mawling the Clergy and France z 
The other Pretenders call d damnable Fools, 

Fe's only a Poet by Ariſtotle's Rules. 


Then Pr came up and demanded the Choice, 
His Right ſtrait proclaim'd with a laudable Voice 
He wrote of a Ladle fix'd in the right place, 

The Moral you'll find in the old Woman's A—ſe. 


P—pe boldly approaching, now knock'd at the Door, 
And of great Apollo the Bays did implore , 
Ile Hairs well could handle declar'd in great calm, 
Button's Wits he made Maggots, burleſqu'd the firſt 
P/alm. 


The City Ph—f—c—n, like Pedlar and his Pack, 


Then came with his Folios td to his Back, 


"_ -—— 
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Porter's Strength they requir'd, to Apollo he preſt, 
Said be wrote of a Female naked fine dreſt. 


Sir Rd the Tatler * roſe to do Honour 
To learned Apollo, the Laurel's great Donor ; 

And told him he could not in Juſtice miſcarry, 

His Dirge was ſo melodious wrote on Queen Mary. 


The facetious In Gy now came to the Bar, 
And early his Right to the Bays did declare 
Strong his Back and his Tail, his Flights ftill were high, 
And calld for a Jury of Women to Try. 


To the Court, like Skeleton, W —ſt—d then turn'd, 
And with Frown on his Look each Poet he ſpurn d; 
But ſaid to Apollo he merited Praiſe, 

2% Weak were his Lines he expected the Bays. 


g haſtily follow'd, demanding the Prize, 
To fee ſuch a Crowding with Rage fill'd his Eyes 
I H. 
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He Addiſon's Elegy wrote with Applauſe, 
If Nonſenſe his Talent, war Doffor of Laws. 


Tom D- with Bagpipe, next made bis Ape 
And to the High Court he paid low his Deference ; 
His Claim nas moſt Righteous all Intereſt apart, 
He Sannet bad made on the Theme of a Fart. 


Then Gd ſaid truly that be had le Merit, 
If learned Apollo would pleaſe but to bear it; 
He kept the Pretenders in Awe ftill as L 
And Muſick cauld make by the belp of bit Noſe. 


Ai lengib there came S—w—le with Errant fo firange, 
He fain would the City for Court Laureat change ; 


Since fill'd up of late with Men leaft deferving, 
Hop d Apollo wi git bim to keep him from flaring, 


F But 
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| But fraitway great Ein attends on the Court, 
And ſwore that his Worſbip was the fitteſt for't, 
His Head was the largeſt of any there preſent, 
And t'entitle bim more it bad the \caſt Brains in't. 


Next T'——| in the Rear comes haſtily on, 
"And told em he came from the Mount Helicon 
That of the whole Tribe there be only was fit, 
For as he was Stateſman of courſe was @ Hit. 


Now T h-—b—1ds made way, with his dull ſilly Grin, 
Expecting by Pedantry Favour to win 
He many fine Pieces had wrote in his time, 


And if Senſe there be none, be's ſure there is Rbime. 


But Beck m young, who there came from a Punk, 
Said he had beſt Right, who oſteneſt was drunk; 
This rightly confider'd, his Int'reft was good, 


And hop d that his Merit was well underſtood. 
Next 
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Next Jo=anb advancing, the' Modeſt bis Face, 
Put in bis juſ Claim for the great Laureat's Place; 
His Lives of the Poets, and Works ſhould prevail 
He boldly infifted, and bis Bawdy Talc. 


* 


Then S—w=—l came laſt, in a down looking Plight, 
And damning em all, be 2 there cou d write 
But himſelf alone; who the Muſes did greet, 

And be wrote a fam'd Walk to St. James's Street. 


Their Speeches deliver d, Apollo unus'd, 
To ſuch fender Merit, 1h Election refus'd, 
But En appointed, for bis faireſt Claim, 
Office to bold till another be did name. 


FINIS. 


